CHAPTER V
CHILDHOOD'S GOLDEN HOURS
IT is strange how some incidents of one's child-
hood come back to one's mind so vividly. As I
sit here writing in my London flat, with the rain
beating against my window and not one gleam in
the leaden sky, I am carried back in thought to those
days of brilliant sunshine and deep blue sky, when,
as a child, I played in the Villa Borghese and the
Pincio gardens with my little friends. Every morning
we used to go to either one, or the other with our
nurses. In those days, the Villa Borghese and the
Pincio were not joined together by a bridge as they
are now, So, in our daily partings for lunch-time,
it was most important not to make a mistake about
where we were going to meet next day!
The games that were most in vogue for children
at that time, were the bowling of hoops and skipping,
and to attain perfection, these games required some
skill. So there was much competition amongst us*
And when we played on the vast terrace of the
Pincio, from which is seen the wonderful view of
St. Peter's, Monte Mario and the greater part of
old Rome, one could hear our merry laughter and
joyful voices, in Piazza del Popolo below. As the
time approached for us to return home, our nurses
summoned us; in looking back, the amusing part
was that each nurse walked back with her particular
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